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SYNOPSIS.

Canr~=zanen Heman Atkine wants te
Cy Whittaker's place. Cy unexpect-
returns te his boyhood home.

Every ons In Bayport venermies and
foars Atkina except Cy. Atkine opposes
the seiection of Miss Phoebe Dawes s
teacher.

Cy champlons FPhoeba Dawes against
Athine, and ahe I8 elocted teacher. Cy

Mra. Deasley as housskeeper.

Cy discharges Mra Beasley. Emily
Richards Thomas, aged ecight, arrives at
Cy'n pince

Bhe & an orphan and has come to live

with him, sithough he 4id not Invite her |

to do wo,
Cy s furious, but he grows fond of her
and keeps har. He nicknames her *"Boa'n,"
she learns to love him,
Phoebe Dawes and Taptaln Cy save
Emily from an ugly cow. The eaptain
admires the teacher.

Captaln Cy. te help Phoebe, decldes to
ren as a candidate for membership on
the school committes.

“We-we didn’t know you had com-
pany, Whit,” sald Asaph. “We been
up to 8Simmons’, and Alpheus said yon
was thin and peaked and looked sick
Bajid youm bought sass'p'rilla and all
kind of truck. He was afrald you
bad fever and was out of your head.
erulsin’ round in the raln with ne um-
brella. The gang weren't talkin' of
nothin’ else, so me and Balley thought
we'd come right down.”

“That’s kind of you. I'm sure. Take
your things off and set down. No: I'm
sorry to disappoint Smalley and the
rest, but I'm able to be up and-er—
make my own bed. thank yon. So Al
pheus thought 1 looked thin, hev?
Well, if T had to live on that soup he
sold me I'd be thinner'n 1 am now
You tell him that canned hot water is
all right if you like it, but it seems a
shame to put mud in It It only
changes the color and don't help the
taste.”

Mr. Bangs, who was still staring at
Emily, now ventured a remark.

“Is that a relation of yours, Cy ¥ he
asked.

“That? Oh! Well, no, not exactly.
And yet 1 don't know but she Is. Fel.
lers, this Is Emmie Thomas Can't
you shake hands, Emmle?"”

The child rose, lald down the maga-
sine, which was opened at the colored
picture of a group of ladies in erino-
line and chigmons, and, golng across
the room, extended n hand to Mr. Tid-
ditt.

“Why—er—how d'ye do? I'm pretty
smart, thank you. How's yourself?"

“T'm better now. 1 guess the sass'-
parilla was good for me."

“*'Twan't the sass'p'rilla,” observed
the captain with conviction. “'Twas
the ‘Arablan balsam.' Ma always
cured me with it, and there's nothin'
finer.”

“But what in time"— began Bailey.
Captain Cy glanced at the child and
then at the clock.

“Don't you think you'd better turn
in now, Emmie?" he said hastily, cut-
fing off the remainder of the Bangs
guery. “It'a after 8, and when | was
little 1 was abed afore that.”

Emily obediently turned, gathered up
the Lady’s Books and replaced them
io the closet. Then she went to the
dining room and came back with a
hand lamp.

“Good night,” she said, addressing
the visitors. Then, coming close to
the captain, she put her face up for a
kisan

As Balley told Asaph afterward.
Captain Cy blushed until the ends of
the red lapped over at the nape of lus
neck.! However, he bent and kissed
the rosy lips and then quickly brushed
his own with his hand

“Yes, yes," he stammered. “"Well—
er—good night. Pleasant dreams to
you. Bee you In the mornin"."

The girl paused at the chamber door.
“You won't have to unbutton my walst
now."” she sald. “This Is my other one,
and it ain't that kind”

The door closed. The captaln, with-
out looking at his fricnds, led the way
to the dinlng room.

“Come on out bere,” he whispered.
“We can talk beiter here."

Naturally they wanted to know all
about the girl, who she was and where
she came from. Captaln Cy told as
much of the history of the affalr as he
thought necessary,

“Poor young one!" he concluded,
“Bhe lunded on me In the rain, soppin’
wet and ha'f sick. 1 couldn't turn her
out then-—nobody could, Coupse |t's
an everlastin' outrnge on me and the
cheeklest thing | ever heard of. But
what could I do? I was fixed a gool
deal like an English feller by the name
of Gutenby that 1 used to kpow In
Bouth Ameriea. e woke up in the
middle of the night and found a boa
constrictor curled on the foot of his
bed. Next day, when a crowd of us
bappened in, there was Gatenby, white
a8 o sheet, starin’ down at the snake
and it sound asleep, 1 didun't lnvite
him," he suys, But be looked so bloom-
in' comf"wble 1 ‘adn't the "eart to dis-
turb tm.' Same way with me. The
chlld seemed 80 comwltable bere 1 alu't
bad the heart to distarb her— yet"

“But she sald she wes goin' to stay,”

in Balley. “You alu't goln' to keep
, are yoni"

The captalo’s ladignation was o
tense.

“Who! McP™ he snorted. “What do
you think | am? | aln't reanin' an or
phan asylum. No, sir! I'l keep the

[lwng one n day or so or marbe a
week, and then 'l pack her off to
Betey IMTowea, 1 ain't s soft as they
think | am. I'll show “em!™

Mr. Tidditt looked thoughtful,

“Khe's n kind of cute little girl, aln't
ahe? he observed

- Captain Cy's frown vaolshed, and a
amile took lts place,

L "That's 80" he chuckled, “She ls
now that's a faci. 1 don’t know's |
ever saw a cuter”

The girl staged on at the Whittaker
place and grew to be more and more
a part of it. At the end of the second

| week Captain Cy began ealling  her
“Row'n"

“A bow'n's a mighty handy man
sboard ship.” he explained, “and
you're so handy here that It A In

| Arst rate.  And. besides, it sounds so

patural. My dad ealled me Ros'n when
1 was little”

Emily accepted the title complacent-
[lr. She was quite contented to be
enlled nimost anything so loug as she
| was permitted to stay with bher new
| friend.  Already the bos'n bad taken
' ehnrge of the deck and the rest of the
ship’s company. Captain Cy and Lone
| some, the cat, obeyed her orders.

[ On the second Sundny morning after
her arrival Dos'n suggested that she
! and Captain Cy go to church.

“Mother und | always went at
bome,” she sald. “And Auntie Oliver
used to say mecting was a good thing
for those that needed It
| “Phink 1 peed it, do you?' asked the
| eaptain, who In shirt sleeves and slip-
| pers had prepared for a quiet fore-
'moon with bis pipe and the Boston
Transcript.

‘ “] don't know, sir. T heard what you
| sald when Lonesome ate up the steak,
' and 1 thought maybe you badn't been
' for a long time. | guess churches are
different in South America.”

8o they went to church and sat in
|th! old Whittaker pew, The captain
bad been there once before, when bhe
first returned to Bayport, but the ser-
mon was more sompolent than edify-
ing. and be hadn't repested the ex-

'lmuon Fragments of a conversa-

tlon beard by Captain Cy as they
| emerged into the vestibule bhad mo-
mentous consequences.

“Kind of a pretty child, ain‘t she?™
commented Mrs. Eben Balters, patting
{her false front tnto place under the
eaves of her Sunday bonnet.

“Pretty enough in the face,” sniffed
'Mrs. Tod Simpson, who was wearing
| her black silk for the first time since
its third making over. “Pretty enough
that way, | s'pose. But, my land, look
at the way she's rigged—old dress,
darmed and patched up and all out-
grown. If I had Cy Whittaker's money
I'd be ashamed to have a relation of
mine come to meetin' that way. Even
if ber folks was poorer'n Job's off ox
T'd spend a little on my own account
and trust to gettin' it back some time.
I'd have some care for my own self
respect. Look at Alicla Atkins. Bee
bow nice ahe looks, Them feathers on
ber hat must have cost somethin’, 1 bet
you. Howdy do, Licia, dear? When's
your pa comin’ home?*

The Honorable Heman bad left town
on a business trip to the south. Alicla
was accompanied by the Atking bouse-
keeper and, as usual, was garbed re-
gurdiesa of expense.

Mrs. Salters smiled sweetly upon the
Atkins belr and then added In a church
whisper: “Don't she look sweet? |
agree with you, Barah; it is strange
bow Captain Whittaker lets bis littie
nlece go. And him richl™

“Niece?” repeated M Bimpson
eagerly. “Who sald ‘twas his niece?
I beard ‘twas a child be'd adopted out
of a bome. There's all sorts of queer
yarmns about 11— Oh, good mornin',
Cap'n Cyrus! How do you do?"

The captain grunted an answer to
the effect that he was bearing up
pretty well, considering. There was a
scowl on his fuce and he spoke little
as, bolding Emily by the band, be led
the way bhome. That e¢vening he
dropped In at the perfect boarding
bouse and begged to know if Mm
Bangs bad any “‘fashion books™ around
that she didn't want

“] mean—er—er—magazines with ple-
tures of women's duds In ‘em,” he
stammered In explanation. “Bos'n
likes to look at 'em. She's great on
fasbion books, Bos'n I

Keturab got together a balf dozen
' pumbers of the Home Dressmaker nnd
other periodicals of a similar nature.
The captain took them under his arm
'and departed. whispering to Mr. Tid
|@itt us he passed the latter In the
hall;

“Come up by and by, Ase. 1 want
te talk to you Bring Halley along.
If you ean do it without startin' di-
| voree proceedin’a.”

|  Later, when the trio gathered o the
| Whittaker sitting room, Captaln Cy
produced the *“fashlon books” and
spoke concerning them.

“You see,” be sald, “1-I've been
thinkin® that HBos'n—Emily, that is—
wan't rigged exactly the way she
ought to be. Have you fellers poticed
nr

His friends seemed surprised Nel
ther was ready with ap immediate an-
swer, so the caplalp went on

“Course | don't mean she ain't got
canvas enough to cover ber spars,”
be ezpiaived, “but what sbe has got
bas seen conslderble weatber, and U
seemed (0 me ‘twas pretty olgh time
o haul bher into drydock snd refit
That's wiy | borrowed these maga-
tines of Ketury. [I've besn lookin'
them over, and (here aseins to be plen
ty of riggin’ for swmall eraft. The oaly
thing is | don't kuow what's the right
cut for ber bulid. Balley, you're a
marricd wan. You ought te know
somethln' about women's clothes
What do you think of thia, pow T

He opened ove of the magasines and
polated to the picture of & young girl
with & waspy walst and Ullipetian

periment. The palr attracted much at- |

feet, who, arrayed In founces and
furbelows, wan toddiing glogerly down
& fight of marble stepn.  Khe enrried
A& parasol In one band, and the other
held the end of a chaln to which n
long halred dog was atiached.

The town clerk and his companion
nspected the young Iady with dellb
eration and interest.

“Well, what do you say?" demanded
Captain Cy

“1 don‘t eare moch for them kind of
dogn,” observed Asaph thouehtfolly

"Good land!  Yon don't a'pose they
heave the doz In whh the clothes for
gond measure, do you?! Ralley, what's
| your opinlon ™

Mr. Rangs looked wine.

“1 shonld my.” he suld-"yea. air. |

should say that was o real stritsh Mg

ount. Only thing 1s that girl I8 conald-
er'ble less fleshy than Emily, This
one looks to me as If she was breakin'
in two amidahips, Btill, 1 o'pose likely
the duds don't come rendy mude, so
they could be let ont some to AL
What's the price of a sult lHke that,
Whitt

“i‘Afternoon gown for miss of six-
teen’ ™ he read. “Humph! That settles
that first eracle PBos'n ain't but half
of sixteen.”

“Anyway.," put In Asaph, “youn need
somethin' she could wear forenoons If
#he wanted to,. What's this one? She
looks yonng enonugh.”

The “one” referred to turned out to
be n “coat for child of four.” It was
therefore wscornfully rejected One
after another the different magazines
were examined and the pletures dis-
cussed At length a “costume for miss
of elght years” was pronounced to be
pretty nearly the thing.

“Godfrey wsclssors!” exciaimed the
admiring Mr. Tidditt. *“That's mighty
swell, alu't 1t What's the stuflf goes
into that, Cy ™

“‘Material. batiste, trimmed with

batiste

“T don’t know, Do you, Bafley?™

“No, pever heard of It. Ketury
| never had nothin® like that. I'm sure.
| French, | shouldu't wonder. Well,
Ketury's down on the French ever
sence she read about Napoleon leavin'
his fust wife to take up with another
woman, Does it say aay more?”

“Let's see.  'Makes a beautiful gown
for evening or summer wear.,'  Sum-
mer! Wiy, by the big dipper, we're
aground again! Bos'n don't want sum-
mer clothes. It's comin’ on winter.”

He threw the magazine on the floor,
rubbed his forehead and them burst
into a laugh.

“For goodness sake, don't tell any
body about this business, boys! he
sald, "] guess | must be bavin' an
early spring of second childhood. But
when 1 heard those women at the
meetln' house goln® on about how
pretty Licia Atkins was got ap and
how mean and shabby Bos'n looked
it made be bllee And. by the big dip
per. | will show ‘em somethin’ afore
1 get through too! Only dressin’ Ut
tie girla is some off my usual course
Balley, does Ketury make bher own
duds?

“Why. no! Course she belps and
stands by for orders, but Effle Taylor
comes and takes the wheel while the
riggin's goin® on. Efe's a dressmaker
and"—

“There! Bee, Ase? It s some good
to have & married man aboard, after
all. A dressmaker's what we want
I'll bunt up Efle tomorrow.”

CHAPTER VIIL
l ND bunt up a dressmaker the

captain did, with the result
that Miss Taylor came o the
Whittaker place each day dur
ing the following week, and Emily
was, as the captaln sald, “rigged out
freah from maln truck to keelson” In
this “rigging” Captain Cy and his two
partners—Josiah [Mmick had already
christened the palr “the board of
strategy”—took & marked Ipterest
They were on hand when each new
garment was tried on, and they ap
proved or criticised as secemed to them
best.

One Sunday Cyrus took the Bos'n for
e long walk. On the horizon the sand
bills of Wellmouth notehed the blue
sky. The girl drew a long breath

“Oh!" she excinimed. “Isn't this just
lovely? 1 do like the sea an awful lot."”

“Bay. Bos'n."” he sald a few minutes
later, “I've been thinkin' about you
You've been to school, baven't you?”

“Course | bave,” was the rather In
dignant auswer. “1 went two years In
Concord. Mamma used to belp me
nights too, I ean read almost all the
little words. lwon't 1 belp you read
your paper most every ulght?

“Sartln you do! Yes, yes! Well, our
school opens tomorrer, and I've been
thinkin' that maybe you'd beiter go.
There'n a pew teacher comin’, and |
bear she's pretty good.™

“Don't you know? Why, Mr. Tid
ditt sald you was the one that got her
to come here!”

"Yes, Well, Asaph says most every
thing but his prayers. Still, be aln't
fur off this tUme. | eal'late | was some
responsibile for her beln’ voted ln.  Yet
I don't really know auoyiblng about
her, You see, |- Well, never mind
What do you think? Want to got

Bosa'n looked troubled.

“I'd like to.” she sald “Course 1
want to learn bhow (o remd the big
words too, Dut | llke to stay at home
with you more.”

“You do, hey? Bho, sho! Well, 1
guess | can get along between tlmes.
Georgiana's there to keep me stralght,
and she'll see 0 the dust and the
dishes.”

The chlld thought for & woment,

“I think you're awful good” she
mald. “1 like you uext lo
even better than Auntie Oliver.™

embroldersd batiste.” What In time Is '

meditated. By and Ly the puffs were
lesm frequent, and the clgar went out
It fell from his Bngers. With his back
agninst a pine tree Captaln Cy dozed
peacernily

e awoke with a fump.  Something
bnd awankened him, but he did not

know what  [Te Blinked and gazed
about bim.  Then bhe bheard a falnt
serenm.
“Unecle!™ serenmied Dos'n “O-0-0-h!
Unecle Cyris, help me!  Come quick ™
The next moment the eaptain was

planging throngh the serub of huckle
berry aud barberry busbes, bumping
Into pines and smashing the branches
anide un be ran In the direction of the
eall

Back of the pine grove was a big in
closed pasture nenrly & anarter of »
mile long. Ita rear boundary was the
fron feace of the cemetery. The other
three sides were marked hy rall fences
and o stone wall.  As the eaptain floun-
dered from the grove and vaulted the
mi! feace hie swore alond

"By the big dipper” he groaned,
“it's that cussed heifer! 1 forgot her.
Reep dodgin®, Bos'n, girl!l I'm com
.

The pasture was tenppted by a red
and white cow belonging to Sylvanus
Cahoon.  Whether or not the antmal
bad during her ealfhood days been In-
Jured by a woman 18 not known. [Pos-
sibly her bDebavior was due werely to
Inpate depravity. At any rate, she
cherished a mortal bhatred toward bu-
man belngs of her own sex.  With
men and bove she wan meek enough,
but no person wearing skirts and alone
might venture in that feld without
belug chased by that eow. What
would happen If the porsued one was
caught could only be surmised, for so
far no female bad permitted herself to
be caught. Few would come even so

, near as the other side of the pasture
walla

Bos'n had forgotten the cow. Ehe

bad gone from one goldenrod clump to
another until she had traversed pearly

HIYER ;, { /

*“soatT! @0 NOME!" ORDRRED THE LADY

the lengih of the field Then the vi
| elous creature had appeared from be-
hind a knoll io the pasture and, bead
i‘ovn and bellowing wickedly, bad
. rashed upon her. When the captain
reached the faroff fence the little gin
was dodging from one dwarf pine to
the next with the cow In pursuit. The
pines were few. and Bos'n was nearly
at the end of ber defenses

“Ielp!” she screamed. “Ob, uncle,
where are you? What sball 1 do?”

Captaln Cy roared ln answer.

“Keep It up!” be yelled. “I'm a-com-
In'! Shoo, you everiastin® critter! 1I'D
break your back for you!™

The cow didn't understand English,
It seemed, even such vigorous Eog-
| ish us the captaln was using. Emily
dodged to the last pine. The animal
was close upon her. Her rescuer wan
still far away.

And then the cemetery gate opensd
and another person entered the pas
ture—a small person, 8 woman She
sald nothing, but, pleking up ber nkirts,
ran straight toward the cow. heediess
of the Iatter's reputation and viclous
appearnnce, One bhaod clutched the
gathered skirts; In the other sbe held
A buok.

“Don’t be scared, dear,” she called
reassuringly, then to the cow: “"Stop
it! Go away, you wicked thing!

The anlmal beard the volce and
turned. Beciog that the newcomer
was only & woman., she lowered ber
bead and pawed the ground

“Run for the gate, Uitle girl!” com
manded the rescuer  “Run qulek!™
Bos'n obeyed. She made a desperute
dush from ber plne across the open
space and 1o another woment was safe
loside the cemetery fence,

“Seat! Go home!” ordered the lndy,
advancing toward (be cow apd shak
Ing the book st ber us IF the voiume
wes some sort of deadly  weapon
“Aren't you ashamed of yourself? Go
away! You peedp’t growl at me! 'm
not a bit nfrald of you!"

The “growling”™ was the muttered
bellow with which the cow was won)
to terrorize ber feminloe victims  Bu
this victim refused 10 be terroriaed
Instend of serenmiug und ronniog, she
coutinued to advoance. brandisbilog the
book wod repeating ber orders that the
erenture "go bome” gt voce. The cow
did pot know what to muke of It Be
fore she could declde whether to
charge or retreat 0 good sized stick
descended upon ber back whh o
“whock™ that settled the question
Captain Cy had reached the soene ot
battle.

Then the rescuer's courage seemed
to desert bher, for she ran back to the
cemetery even fasier thao she hod
run from It When the Indignaut cap
taln, baving pursued and chastised the
?u' until the stick was but & spiie

tered remnant, reached the baven be
| Mnd the tron fence be found ber sooth

Bosa'n wandered off in search of late Ing the frightened Bow'n, who was

goldenrod. The captaln smoked snd  sobblag and hvstorieal
| (Continued next week.)

NOT A BAD MATCH

By DON LA GRANGE.

One day the good Deacon Peany
bone, of the village of Delhl, found
It necessary to drive over to the vik
lage of Wharton, six miles away. He
wis hitehing up his horse and buggy
when Mrs Hanoah Savage came o
the house to say:

“Deacon, they say you are going to
drive over to Wharton today?™

“Yes, I am,” was the reply.

“Got a load?™

“Only & jug to be fNlled with lle”

“You know my sister Barah lives
over there

"Yes, guess she do, though ! haln’t
much of a hand to keep track of
folka’ sleters.”

"Well, Sarah’s got & baby s year
old, and she writes me that It can't
walk yot Something seems to be the
matter with lils knees or back”

“It sure orter be walkin' atl & year
old. They say | wasn't quite ten
months old when | could trot right
out doors. Do you want to send any
word to Barah ™

"l“wlnt to drive over and back with

“All right. You be ready in fifteen
minutes. Guess the old mare can take
us both and pot git tuckered out.™

Deacon Peunybone was a widower.

Haunah Savage was a widow,

They had both lived In Delbl for
years, and both belonged to the same
church, but gossip had never even
hinted & marriage between them. It
had never hinted that either one of
them would marry again.

The drive to Wharton was made.
The deacon went to get his jug flled
with oll, and the widow 10 ses her
siater and the baby. The baby was
walking sll right The next day after
Its mother had written about ts walk-
less condition It had got choked on
& spool of thread and been shook and
dangled head downwards with vigor
ous hand'! Ten minutes later It was
taking Its Aret steps.

The drive out and back was pleas-

ant The widower and widow talked |

about the new apire for the meeling

house that was going to be erected— |

the death of Bllas White's cow—the
plentitude of polato-bugs —the success
of the late SBunday school plenie and
even the best way of killing off bur
docks 0 they would stay killed, but
not & word nor a hint of anything
closer. They were Just neighbors. If
the subject of the bheathen of Africa
had been brought up they might have
discussed It for miles 0 the exclu-
slon of all else.

keeper. Bhe was a sourfaced old-'

mald with a sharp tongue, and when
her brother got back home she felt it
her duty lo say something. She there
fore remarked:

“1 suppose the match was at least
half-made today ™

“What mateh?” asked the deacon.

“She's been trying to calch a man
for the last five years."

“Rutb, who you talkin' about™

“Why, the widow Bavage.”

“What's wrong with her?

“She’'d like to change her name to
Peonybone!™

“Say, now.” replled the deacon as

he fired up, "you quit talkin' that way! |

Bhe hain't the slightest idea of It If
she has | bain't”

“All widders waat to marry again,”
sald the aister.

“Then let ‘em marry, but none of
‘em will marry me!"

When the widow Bavage got home

Mrs. Goodhue, & neighbor. dropped In '

to ask about the Baby over at Whar
ton that couldn’t walk Bhe was given
full Information, and then she re
marked:

“Lots of folks thought it funny.”

“What was?"

“Your riding over there with Dea-
con Pennybone.™

“But | dom't ses amything funny
about that™

“Well, you hadn't been gone half an
hour when the story was around that
you and the deacon had gone away
to get married.”

“Upon my soul! The deacon and
me get married! Why, he don't want
me, and 1 don't want him. If the
fool-killer would come along he'd find
plenty to do In this town!™

“Then—then—"

“Then nothing!™

What a curlous thing is human na-

ture! Here were two people who |

were nelghbors and friends—nothing
more. They hadn’t thought of each
other once & week, unless happening
to meet. But now, because a sour
tempered old mald and & gossipy
nelghbor made a few remarks they be
gan thinking of each other.

“By gosh!" sald the deacon to him-
self as he sat down to milk the cow
that evening, “the widder Bavage
wouldn't be such & bad match If a
feller wanted to marry agin. She's
purty good lookin' when ahe's got her
Sunday duds on, and she can talk
like & streak and talk sense too. I've
heard she was a4 savin' woman, and
bad money In the bank”™

And as the widow Bavage cleared
away her supper dishes she smiled
and mused:

“So they thought the deacon arsl
me were golug to elope and get mar
ried! Um! Guess be'd be the Iast
man I'd think of, though I will gay
for him that be's tempered asd
upright. He pays debts and never
sayn snything mean of aaybody. It
| wanted to get married again, which
I don't and the deacon wanted to
married again, which be don't—why—
why—"

it is highly probable that the dea-
coy did some more thinking s la

hands I impotent misery. AL Hmes
she told hepself It could not be true;
then the sickening certainty gripped
her.  Brill had not appeared; the din
ner hour had passed; no word bad
been sent to her. At last, In & perv
ous punic, she put om her hat and
hurried down town. She must know
the waorst.

As she stumbled up the steps of
Hrownell Mack company's offces she
saw that there were lights burning
within, and men moving aboul. An
official stopped her at the gate. Bhe
had never been there before and she
was unknown,

“Is Mr. Bibert here—yel?™ ahe
anked faintly. Then, scarcely know.
Ing what she was doing. she pushed
ber way Ioto the office. A man's face
peered at her from behind a little
wicket gate, and & volce cnlled her
name

tier, and, with a low cry, Hose Rung
herself into his arms and clung to
him, shaking convulsively.

“Hrillt Drill, what have you done?
I heard—oh, they shan‘t take you
away' JUs all my fauit"”

“Rowe, Rose, be quist. I'm all
right | telephoned to the drug store
INdn't you get my message?™

His tone more than his words
calmed ber. She swayed back, and re
garded him with beseeching eyes

“lan't It true, BT she whis
pered, aware now of the presence of
othersn. “Wasn't It you? 1 dida't get
any word, but | heard—I thought—
wasn't nomebody arrested? The
cashinr ™

Yes. But—why, you poor girl!
Doa't you know I'm only the assistant

canhior here? Oh, Rose!™

Their glances met, and Rose looked
|away flushing deeply. Brill patted
her hand tenderly. He had read her
- mind as If It had been an open book

"SIt down & minute, and I'll go home
with you." he sald 1 only stayed to
look over the books. I'll tell you all
about It Inter”

Rose watched him In a fascinated
way as he moved to and fro amid the
pnfamiliar surcoundiogs. She fell as
If they both had just passed closs to
! some terrible danger. The sense of
shame that mingled with ber relief
made her very humbla

She clung to her husband's arm as
they walked up Lthe darkened slreel

“It's been an awful day for me,
Hrill," she acknowledged. “I'll nover
be so foolish-—so borrid again. Bet
I'm so glad to have you here with me
~oh, my dear, I don't care If I don’t
have & new gown for & year!”

“You'll have one—long before that™
declared Brill cheerfully. “I'm sorry
promotion had to come to me in such
A way; but after tonight I'm to be
lirewnell Mack company's bead cashier
—and you know what that measns Did
| you say ffty dollare, Rose™
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ITS DEATH IS DUE TO TERROR

Sight of Circus Hiephant Toe Much
for Nerves of Horse Alresdy
Exhauated.

A horse attached W a buggy asd
driven by Sam Brown, & North Maia
strest merchant, dropped dead fol-
lowing a fright whea a circus slaphant
passed along the streets

Brown went before Bquire Kearney
and got out an attachment against one
of the show's sebras. The lostrument
was served by a deputy from Kear
ney's court and the parade weat
minus ope sebirh

Managers of the circus finally s’
tled matters with Brown by paying
him for the bores

It was late one afternoon when and
mals from the sbow had been un-
loaded and walked from the traln te
the grounds.

Hrown had the buggy standing near
ecatur street. His horse pald ne
attention to the camels, the hunch-
back oxen or other classes of what
circus men call bay snlmals They
passed without causing It to ralse Ita
eyea,

Presently there came out of a clond
of dust a glant elepbant, Its head
was erect, and when I driver
speared It just the least bit to wake it
mind there came a dolse llke & boy
yellng down & rmin  barrel and
Brown's horse reared on its hind legs,

It lunged forward and then fell
over. There was a kick or two from
it apd the apimal was dead —Mem-
phis (Tews) Dispateh to the New
York Bun

Girl Played Ghost

A ghost has beep lald low at Paris
Alarmed every pight by mysterious
noises, some tenants of an apartment
house gave notice to leave, The land
lord had recourse (0 the police, and
three detectives spent a night in the
bouse. At midoight the muled beats
began as usual Revolvers ln hand the
detectives searched every room unti)
@l laat they found a Iittle girl of thin
teen, Yvonne, Vaoerévening, in
her nightdress on this aide of bed
and kicking the shaft conveying the
water and gas pipes through the bulld

B% |ing, Bhe sald sbe liked to hear the

“Rowe! What are you doing huf
Her husband was walking tow
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